l62            JOURNEY   WITHOUT   END
He looked up.
"I'm ill," he said simply.
" Yes, yes, I know. You must get back. It's not good
for you to be wandering about."
I daren't turn back myself lest he should take it into his
head to attack me, for once a Gurkha has drawn his knife
he insists on blood. If his immediate object is denied him/
he will turn to another, even to himself. I have often seen
these men cut their own fingers rather than be thwarted in
their desire. Carefully I succeeded in turning him round
and guiding him back to his stretcher.
On the way back I ran into the Medical Officer, who
demanded what I was doing.
" Oh, Fm sorry. I see you're a gunner. Anyway, what's
up?53
I took him on one side and confided my suspicions.
He nearly blew up.
" Good Heavens! Whoever suggested putting those
Jerries there ? They must have been crazy."
" Well," I said, " it's my opinion that some of them might
have been missing. In fact there might have been a few
heads rolling around."
Immediate steps were taken to separate the parties, but
the incident was not devoid of tragedy, for when the time
came to remove the wounded Gurkhas several were found
to be dead. Would we bury them ? Well, of course we
could> but somebody gently pointed out that such action
might not be welcomed by their comrades. What about
the other native troops, who happened to be about ? Worse
still We were now up against the problem cf caste. It
isn't wise to drop bricks with men of high and rigid
principles.                                   r
A solution was found in the fact that half a battalion of
Gurkhas were stationed a few miles away, and a party of
us were sent off to collect the necessary undertakers. I
reported the situation to the officer in charge, who fully
understood the difficulty and detailed a party of his men to
accompany us back. These men were full of questions. I,
was on horseback, but they kept breaking their ranks and